Though several, are a single light,
When oil and wick are burned in one;
Therefore a blessed moon last night
Gave Sheba to her Solomon/

'Yet the world stays/

'If that be so,

Your cockerel found us in the wrong
Although he thought it worth a crow*
Maybe an image is too strong
Or maybe is not strong enough/

'The night has fallen; not a sound

In the forbidden sacred grove

Unless a petal hit the ground,

Nor any human sight within it

But the crushed grass where we have lain;

And the moon is wilder every minute*

O! Solomon! let us try again/

AN IMAGE FROM A PAST LIFE
He. Never until this night have I been stirred.
The elaborate star-light throws a reflection
On the dark stream,
Till all the eddies gleam;
And thereupon there comes that scream
From terrified, invisible beast or bird:
Image of poignant recollection.
She. An image of my heart that is smitten through
Out of all likelihood, or reason,
And when at last,
Youth's bitterness being past,
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